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Helen Hoyt 

And smoothness slackens my feet. 
I will find my way back to the thorns; 
I will find my way back again to the good thorns and steep- 
ness. 

Happiness betrays me — 
Happiness slays me. 

TRIUMPH 

Triumph, dear Triumph, 
Splendor of self-delight and exaltation, 

1 have felt you in little moments, 
Moments of nothingness, 

More than in great times of applause. 

I am alone, walking or dancing — 

Suddenly you come 

And lift up my hands as if they would reach the stars. 

I could shake the stars and the world for sheer merriment of 

power; 
I will run laughing and shouting with you through all the 

streets of the world ! 

INTERLUDE 

I will dance and wrap myself with drooping veils about me, 

Turquoise blue and green and blowing amber. 

How their pale, their weightless touch 

Will be delight upon me, 

Their dusky colors melting and returning. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I will raise them before me, 

I will let them fall from me; 

Every swaying movement 

Sways them and curves them, 

Every swaying movement 

Sways them and folds them — 

Dropping about me, 

Down from my shoulders over my fingers; 

Laying their touch over my fingers, 

Over my feet drooping and dropping with grace upon me. 

Flowing of color, flowing of shadow, flowing of motion, 

Flowing upon me, flowing from me — 

O sliding shadow, sliding color, veils of motion ! 

AT THE MUSEUM 

At last we let each other go, 

And I left you ; 

Left the demand and the desire of you, 

And all our windings in and out and bickerings of love. 

And I was wandering 

Through corridors and rooms of pictures, 

Waiting for my mind to sharpen again 

Out of its blur. 

Now was stern air to breathe, 
High, rational, 
Clear of you and me. 
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